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Vou. LXXII, OCTOBER 30, 1900. No. 1,851. 
Fun Week by Week. Exhibition. Looked in on the Young Abstainers’ Union, and 
afterwards made my way to the Brawers’ Exhibition, having no 
By THE Party ON THE Spor. prejudices. 
Wednesday.—Took the Countess of Crewe down to Chester and MINDING THEIR OWN BOOZE-NESS. 
helped her to give away the prizes for Cheshire cheese making. The brewers and publicans rise in their might, 
Lord Crewe said nice things about Cheshire cheese, which I And none (when they like) can be slicker, 
thoroughly endorsed. | Attractively showing from morning till night 
THE CHEESE. An ample selection of liquor. 
In choosing cheese at Chester | A nice exhibition (connected with “ booze ”’) 
(According to the Crewes) | They make of themselves! Don’t pooh-pooh it, 
He gets the best digester | Why shouldn’t they do sucha thing if they choose ? 
Who Cheshire cheeses chews. | Their customers frequently do it ! 
Lord Crewe declared, when eaten, | Dined with President Loubet and the King of Greece. 


Their equal k : | ' ; 
Sas CEE NO ONS SROW | Monday.—Went and looked at the Trafalgar decorations in the 


Shay ve meets yet been beaten — | Square. Took Lord Alverstone to be sworn in as Lord Chief 


That’s why his lordship crew. | ; 
. ; : ‘ Justice by the Lord Chancellor. Passed the evening at the Authors’ 
Went for a long walk, got up a splendid appetite, and then dined | Club and dined there. §& ” 
’ epahape ° pent the afternoon on “ the continong 
with the Lord Mayor, Lord Wolseley at the City of London Schools looking at Count Zeppelin’s new balloon. 
| 
| 


Company’s dinner—also banqueted with the English pilgrims at 

Rome—likewise dined with Sir F. Hodgson and the London THERE’S AIR! 

Chamber of Commerce at the Trocadero as a compliment to Sir F. In spite of foes inclined to scoff, 
on his becoming a Colonial Governor. Went afterwards with the With all the world communing, 
doctors to St. Paul’s. Found it very soothing to be near so many Count Zeppelin’s been showing off 
medical men after all those dinners, but had no need to call for This system of ballooning. 

their services. To call such ostentation sin 








Thursday.—Ran Sir Henry Irving down to Woolwich and helped | Is far from my intention, 
him to open another new theatre. Couldn’t stay toluncheon,asIhad_ | I quite applaud Count Zeppelin 
to be in Paris to lunch with Sir Edmund and Lady Monson to meet For airing his invention. 
page of Greece and Grand apa Ce we onsite niger er Saw Lord Salisbury off to Balmoral in the evening. 
ady Warwick to open a Passmore wards’ museum a es an ; ‘ 
Ham; down to Pl se Stn wacom for the unveiling of the memorial m. neodng.--Seaeeee ioe sncouaeme ar peng one « 
pulpit to Lady Martin, and afterwards to the doll show at Bath es 6 ee, eee, ee Se eee 
Rouse in ofA of thee ehtiieen’e be inline William Cecil down to Balmoral to join his pa and dine with Her | 
roby the ohiiizen 6 happy ov 58. tional Most Gracious—dined myself at the Mansion House with the Lord ' 
U weg neg down to N ray — ons ye pee oy Na Mayor, Lady Mayoress, several other Lord Mayors, Lady Mayoresses, 
onforthem. Happening to be in Vienna heard some 8 and alot of Mayors and Mayoresses, Sherifis, Aldermen, and such 
| ‘tefuse to hear a professor; they refused quite loudly. like. Afterwards went to hear a debate on “‘ What is Temperance ? ” 
| “i ee ryan pore a by Mr. Raymond Blaythwaite—at the Bishopsgate 
ey raised their voices and the forms, apel. 
And whatsoe’er was loose at all— AH, WHAT? 
mi pe — Of storms, Do you like Temperance, my friends? 
isn’t any use at all. I think you, mostly, do. 
Oh, Ae oor students (though you feast But Par pr L tennecate, depends 
| On rows) you should respect your hall. Upon the point of view. 
| Your arguments I'd hint at least When to the definite we come 
Were scarcely hint-a-lecture-hall ! We get among the riskys— 
Dined with Ian Maclaren and the Whitefriars Club. Some think a glass of water—some 
Saturday.—Took Mr. Ritchie down to the Thornton Heath | Think half-a-dozen whiskies. i EERE 


Polytechnic to speak a piece. Passed a happy hour at the R.I. 


— 


Noncr The Editor x I not b . aniwerable for: any ¢ contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
, — ee unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Mr. Boreham (who has been talking for two hours about his adventures in Russia).—“ And I assure you, when I looked round, I could 
see the black muzzles of the wolves not ten yards behind us! ”’ 

How pleased you must have felt ! ”’ 

Why? How?” 





Miss Browne.—* Really ? 
Mr. Boreham.—“ Eh ? 
Miss Browne.—‘* Why, pleased to see that they were muzzled, of course!” 
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I’ll Take You Home Again, Oom Paul. 


(With APOLOGIES TO THE AUTHOR oF “I’~tL Take You Home 
AGAIN, KaTHLEEN,”) 







I'tu take you home again, Oom Paul, 
Across the ocean wild and wide ; 
On Holland's peaceful shore, Oom Paul, 
Secure from harm you may reside. 
The roses all have left your cheek, 
I've watched them fade away and die ; 
Your martial fire is quenched, and weak 














Oh! had you thrashed false Albion 
Still more a hero you had been, 

Fair France had bid you linger on 
To vent her anti-British spleen. 


But now you’d best be home, Oom Paul, 


Fair France is fickle; don’t remain. 
To peaceful Holland, dear Oom Paul, 
Ab! let me take you back again! 


R. D. B. 
—— 











Unbidden tears bedim your eye. 


Oh! I will take you back, Oom Paul 
our heart will feel no pain 
scarce be safe, Oom Paul, 
On Afric’s shore to long remain. 


On La Belle France we'll chance to call, 
And she will kiss you as you land, 

A hero, martyr, you, Oom Paul, 
Will be with Bible in your hand. 






For it woul 















Metropolitan Municipalities. 


THE Duke of Devonshire, as Lord President of the Council, has 
commenced making fun of the London Governmen His 
Grace has glorified “All Fools’ Day ” as the “‘ appointe 
the purpore of rating. The apathy of the London ratepayer 10 
selection of his Borough Councillor will doubtlessly, in the oP! 
of his Grace, be accurately apothesised in constituting the 1s% Apri, 
1901, asthe “‘ appointed day.” 
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Preliminary Under- 
standing. 


JOHN BULL :— 


To show that folks are in accord 

The pen is mightier than the sword, 
And those who run may read. 

But when they are together found, 

Well, then the harmony around 
Is beautiful indeed. 

Now, as you say, J have a fleet 

That really would be bad to beat— 
And when in arms you rise, 

And, spite of Hague philanthropists, 

You shake five million mailéd fists, 
Your foe peccavi cries 

But when your mailéd fist’s attack 

Is backed up by the Union Jack, 
Then, sir, the world falls mute— 

And if for Peace we deign to sue, 

I think the world, twixt me and you, 
Will listen to our suit. 

And, if we face him hand in hand, 

Our friend the Bear will understand, 
He really must obey. 

And if we twoare of one mind, 

Well, we shall find him much inclined 
To let us have our way. 


THE EMPEROR :— 


Just so, that’s my opinion, quite; 

Let’s put it down in black and white, 
It should look wellon paper— 

The Bear would merrily advance 

But this, I think, will make him 

dance 

A rather diff’rent caper. 

Our unity, when thus displayed, 

Will keep an “ open door ”’ for trade 
Throughout this ancient state — 

The risks, as I am sure you’ll see, 

Are not worth mentioning, while the 
Advantages are great. 

You have the ships, I have the men— 

We need not mention that, sir, when 
By all it’s understood. 

We'll merely mention, I and you, 

That what we are prepared to do 
Is all for China’s good. 

Then you and I will firmly vow 

We will not have partition now 
And all must be aware, 

That when at last partition comes 

We shall not idly twirl our thumbs, 
But take a decent share. 


JOHN BULL :— 


And if—supposing—let us say, 
Our friend the Bear will not obey 
Our edict—pray what then ? 

Suppose Manchuria he strips ? 

In that case, what about my ships, 
And what about your men ? 

I think it would be well to say 

In what Imperial kind of way 
We mean to stay his hand— 

Ambiguous phrases give me pain, 

I'd really like to make this plain 
For all to understand. 


THe EMPEROR :— 


Well, if the Pan-Sclavonic plague 

Should dare—but let us keep it vague, 
For vagueness terror brings. 

It’s understood we're not in play, 

He’ll learn from what we do not say 
Unutterable things. 

If he to thwart us still should dare 

I think that he had best prepare 
For action stern and stiff— 

















PLAYFUL. 
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Poet,—‘“‘ Guy Fawks’ Day comes next week.” 
She.—‘‘ Oh, who’s going to take you round ? 





‘Tf!’ Ah, my friend, it seems to me 
Much virtue there will surely be 
In our ambiguous ‘‘if’’! 


THE RussIAN BEAR :— 


It seems to me I’ve lost a chance, 
While I’ve been flirting with poor 
France 
I’ve alienated him. 
And now, with Bull is he allied, 
And I and France will be defied 
By coalitions grim. 
I thought this land that’s at my feet, 
This flowery land, with honey sweet, 
Was soon to be my own— 
I was too confident by half, 
And all my schemes, alas, like chaff, 
Away are grimly blown. 
Manchuria I thought was mine, 
On China then I meant to dine, 
And more I meant to get— 
Mongolia, too, was in my eye, 
I also fancied I a try 
To penetrate Thibet. — 
To India then—but woe is me— 
My dream I find is not to be 
This dual foe I dread. _ 
No Great Russia I'll contrive 
While Prussian Eagles look alive, 
And Lions are not dead ! 








Kruger’s Hat. 

Has it a very curly brim, 

Or is it the kind that is known as 
‘ slim,”’ 

And did it really belong to him-— 

Old Kruger ? 


Can it be that it grew too old 
And let the crafty brain get cold, 
Till it found itself, like others, sold 
By Kruger? 
Surely it covered deep-laid schemes, 
Wildest plans and ambitious dreams, 
Canting phrases and pious screams 
Of Kruger. 
The hat, like it’s owner, has had its 
day, 
One has been paid for, the other they 


8a 
Hes’ pollen’ the gold and stolen 


way— 
— That’s Kruger. 
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Striking ! 
Tom.—‘* Out of work, Pat ?’’ 
Pat.—* Yis.” 
Tom.—* Did you strike ?”’ 
Pat.—“ Yis; Oi shtruck the foreman 


in the oi an’ got the sack!”’ 
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FUN. 
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THE CIVILIAN’S RETURN. 
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ELIMINARY UNDERSTANDING.” 


‘AN EXCHANGE OF NOTES BETWEEN THE BRITISH AND GERMAN GOVERNMENTS DECLARE AN AGREEMENT 
\SSERVE CERTAIN 










RINCIPLES.”’ ; 
PRINC 5 (For Cartoon Verses, see page 189. } 
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The “Fun” Club. 
TWENTIETH MEETING. 


Ir was C.1.V. night at the Club, and everyone who could possibly 
get in was present. Fun, taking his stand on the Union Jack, 
welcomed his guests in his best manner, and the gallant regiment 
declare to a man that of all the treats that had been prepared for 
them the feast of reason and the flow of soul to be enjoyed at the 
club took the cake of Queen’s Chocolate, so to speak. Among the 
other guests uniforms predominated. Sir Henry Campbell-Banner- 
man came dressed as the Honorary Colonel (on half-pay) of the 
Stirling Sit-on-the-Fencibles, a regiment better known to the 


general public asthe Canny Buffs. Sir Wwilliamm Ap Hharrccourrtt 
came as a Welsh dagsman of the medi-evilest description, 
and waved the Red Rag of Merlin in the face of Lord 
Salisbury, who came as John Bull. Miss Marie Correlli came 
as Britannia in a helmet several sizes too large for her, to allow for 
‘swell-head,”’ a harmless and somewhat amusing affliction to 
which the young lady is subject about the time of the new moon. 
Mr. Kruger looked in as he was passing, but one look was enough, 
and he departed hurriedly for the Hague, where the Peace people 
live when they are at home. Mr. Henry Labouchere came in blue 
paint as a Little Briton, a class of warrior now happily extinct. 
Mr. Ellis wore the uniform of a Roman Patriot, ‘‘ guaranteed 
genuine, if you’d don’t see it in the window, ask for it.’’ Naturally 
the talk was more or less of a military character, and, as the 
civilian element was in a large majority, strategy of the 
finest and largest description was freely advocated. But 
from time to time groups were formed where matters 
of social, commercial, literary, artistic, and philosophic 
interest were argued from all possible points of view. Dr. Dowie, 
the famous Faith Healer and champion ‘‘chucker-out,’ discussed 
“The Foundations of Belief, and how to build a good reputation— 
not to mention a Grand Hotel—on them” with Mr. Balfour, who 
seemed to look with considerable ‘‘ Philosophic Doubt ’’ upon his 
brother savant. The Mayors designate of the new London 
boroughs discussed cookery with Mr. Ritchie, who warmly advised 
that lessons in turtle soup construction should be included in the 
curriculum of every Board School. But the most interesting 
figure, after the principal guests, was undoubtedly Miss Corelli, 
who walked from group to group, snorting defiance, and imparting 
the Sorrows of——Miss Corelli to her delighted hearers. 

‘It’s simply an outrage; nothing less!” screamed the dis- 
tinguished authoress of ‘‘ Barrabas.”’ 

**] don’t think I quite understand,” said Mr. Andrew Lang. 

‘‘No,” said the excited lady, “‘ you wouldn’t! I always said you 
were weak in the understanding! always!” 

‘* But,’ murmured Mr. Alfred Austin. 

‘But me no buts,” said Miss Corelli, sharply. ‘They butter no 
parsnips, Ican assure you! And who are you, I should like to 
know, to interfere in the conversation of your betters! ”’ 

‘*She’s in grand form,” whispered Mr. Lang to another critic. 
“Grand! Grander than the immortal Sarah at her wildest!” 

‘* You mean the immaculate Sarah,” said a well-known Bishop. 

“Yes,” said Miss Corelli. ‘They are going to put her bust 
opposite the bust of Shakespeare in the chancel of Stratford-on- 
Avon Church, The bust of a play actress.”’ 

‘You are referring to the late Lady Martin, I suppose?” said 
Lord Rosebery, 

‘Of course, I am,” said the shy girl; “anyone but a fool or a 
critic would have known that.” 

‘* And you disapprove ?’’ murmured Lord Salisbury. 

“IT should rather think I did,” replied the great authoress 
angrily. ‘Why I always intended my bust—that is—I mean 
——" and blushing very prettily the most charming lady of her 
time modestly withdrew. 

‘‘ Ah,” said Mr. Alfred Austin, “ poor thing! I’ve put this little 
matter into verse, which I should like to read to you. I call it :— 


‘ Bust Mr. 


““*Ah me! ah me!’ Corelli cried, 
And wept and tore her hair, 

Until the peaceful countryside 
rap be with her despair. 

Cried she: ‘You must remove that bust, 
To place it there’s a sin! 

That spot you seize; then tell me please 
Pray where shall I come in ? 


“* * Your action’s inconsistent, rude, 
It makes me fairly foam 

To find that actresses intrude 
In my—and Shakespeare’s—home. 


a 

Against the walls of—say—St. Paul’s 
Let mummers’ statues grin— 

This vacant place will suit my “face,” 
And that’s where I come in.” 


“¢Ah, me! ah, me!’ cried Shakespeare’s shade— 
‘I almost wish my bones 
Had been disturbed and rudely laid 
’Neath unrecorded stones. 
If Marie C. comes facing me, 
Lord! won’t the critics grin— 
I can’t prevent advertisement ! 
For that’s why I’m dragged in!’ ” 


“Very sad ending,” said Mr. Ellis, ‘ that of poor President 
Kruger’s. Very sad. Leaving all he loved behind him—— ” 

‘«‘ T understood that his gold went with him,” said Lord Rosebery, 

“‘ T meant, my lord, his wife and his native land and all that,” 
cried the great Patriot. ‘ But you’re a cynic, and not a fit person 
to leada party like me! ” 

‘‘ You’re right,”’ said Lord Rosebery. ‘‘ Until parties like you are 
extinct I shall stick to horse-racing. It’s more respectable.” 

‘‘ Tt’s no good of Ellis talking like that,” said Mr. Asquith, “it 
won’t wash! The plain English of the matter is, Kruger’s gone to 
Paris without his wife! ”’ 

‘ Precisely,” said Mr. Kipling, ‘‘ I’ve done it in verse, which I wil] 
read. I call it :— 


‘¢ KRUGER’S FAREWELL ON THE GELDERLAND. 


‘My boat is on the shore, my bark is on the sea, 

And as I can no longer bite, well, that’s the bark for me. 
My fable of the dogs once pleased, though who knows why ? 
But a lucky, and a gay dog, and a funny dog was I. 


‘My gold is all abroad, my wife is left behind, 

So up with steam and anchor, let us fly before the wind. 

I hear my burghers swear, they’d hurt me if they could, 
Although I leave my country now, but for my country’s good, 


‘‘They say that Iam base—they wish me storms and wrecks, 

They wring their hands and mention that they cannot cash my 
cheques, 

They say they’re ‘stumers’ all, whatever that may mean— 

So hey for bonny Holland and for Holland’s bonny Queen. 


























window ).—“ Say, guv’nor, want a job! O’wd that soot yer? 
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Cheeky Errand Boy (referring Genteel Masher to notice im 
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««T mean to see the sights, and have a busy time— 
Although my burghers fancy my desertion is a crime. 
They’re snarling at my heels, my burghers bold and free, 
There’ll be some moaning at the bar when I put out to sea! 


“T feel for poor old Steyn—his plight I much regret, 

I feel for poor old Botha and I feel for brave De Wet. 
But all my doctors say I ought to cross the sea 

Before my dear old native land becomes too hot for me. 


“ Farewell, my friends, farewell—I’ll soon be out of sight, 

Oh, give my love to Mrs. K., and tell her J will write| 

And tell my burghers brave the war has but begun— 

Ah! Who is for the shore? What ho! Good business! That is 
done.” 


“Yes, I fancy the old gentleman was glad to escape from his 
friends,” said Lord Salisbury. 

“Ah,” said Lord Rosebery, with a shudder, ‘“‘ Heaven defend us 
from our friends! But,’ added that versatile nobleman, ‘ what's 
this Anglo-German agreement ? ”’ 

‘“ Well,” said Lord Salisbury, ‘it’s like this. Wedon’t want to 
fight——” 

ei But, by Jingo, if you do, you’ll have the ships, etcetera. Same 
old game. Peace with Honour, and all that. But where’s 
Cyprus ?”’ said the ex-Prime Minister, winking at his successors 
with a wink full of hidden meaning. 

“ Capital entertainment this,”’ said Sir Henry Campbell-Banner- 
man. ‘I’ve been having a chat with some of the C.I.V.’s. Fine 
fellows, very, all of ‘em. I explained that I was always in favour 
of war—a little war—not too much, but just enough.” 

“T know,” said Lord Lansdowne, ‘to last as long as the 
cordite ! ”’ 

“By-the-bye,” said Mr. Chaplin, ‘‘ what was that Ritchie said 
about bad cooking destroying the home life of the East End? I 
always imagined it was the want of things to cook.”’ 

“ Precisely,” said Mr. William Watson. ‘‘I have put that idea 
in verse. I call it :— 


‘‘ BARMECIDAL BATHOS. 


‘French cooking for the starving poor is Mr. Ritchie’s fad. 
The cooking in our London Slums, he says, is very bad. 

He’d therefore like the School Board better cookery to teach 
Till salmon mayonnaise is brought within the pauper’s reach. 


‘But worthy Mr. Ritchie hasn’t comprehended yet 

It’s the salmon not the cooking that’s so difficult to get. 
Though ‘ Rien a la Francaise’ looks, in print, a tasty dish, 
It’s far more Barmecidey than a hearty man could wish!” 


Precisely,” said Mr. Balfour, “ Ritchie was qualifying for his 
new post, and was all at sea. But, to change the subject, this 
enthusiasm of ours for military matters must give way some time. 
We can’t go on breaking records in this way. I’m told there was 
a bigger crowd to see the C.1.V.’s than there was to see the 
Jubilee! ” 

_ “Yes,” said Mr. Kipling, “I’ve put the idea into rhyme. I call 
it :— 
® RECORD BREAKING. 


‘¢ We've flown our flags on ’buses and drags, 
We've flown our flags from carts— 
And buttons galore our citizens wore 
All over their lion hearts. 
A record we break for everyone’s sake 
With gushes and patriot throbs— 
And that being so can we possibly go 
A better one still for ‘ Bobs’ ! 


“‘ We shouted hurray on Ladysmith Day— 
We shouted hurray with ee. 

We yelled with delight on Mafeking night, 

As joyously as could be. 

the C.I.V.’s we’ve endeavoured to please 
With gallantly cheering mobs— 

el want to know what kind of a show 

@ can possibly show to ‘ Bobs.’”’ 


As if to illustrate the poet’s idea a wild burst of cheering 
announced that the C.I.V.’s were departing, and the meeting 
adjourned. ‘ 












Chinese Proverbs. 
Every doggee makee stewee. 
Watchee potee, no thief takee. 
Nothing stealee, nothing havee. 
A bird’s-nest in tummee is worth two in shoppee. 
Cut foreign devil’s throatee, and takee his coatee. 
He laughee best who makee plenty dollar. 
Among the blind the one-eyed manee swindles. 
Every sharp Chineeman’s pocket has a silver lining. 
Empty pockets makee no soundee. 
Speakee the truth, and your business go to hellee. 
Set a Chineeman to catchee a Chineeman. 


Piccadilly Waterworks. 


THE Exhibition of Studies and Sketches by Members of the 
Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours is worth a visit. The 
landscapes by the vice-president, E. M. Wimperis, are charming 
and full of reminiscence. Miss Marian Chase shows familiar 
acquaintance with botanical specimens, and her studies would 
form excellent illustrations. Three pictures took my fancy, and 
they are ‘“ Phyllis,” ‘“‘ A Water Lily,” and “ Rivals’ respectively, 
by Lucien Davies. Sir James D. Linton’s studies for stained glass 
windows will interest many an admirer of the antique. It is clear 
that J. B. Partridge hath Mephistopheles on the brain. You have 
only to look at his portrait of Hall Caine to convince you. Gordon 
Browne’s “ Hark, the Lark!” isa gem. Dudley Hardy shows how 
to make use of soiled mounts. Paste brown paper over them, re-cut 
the aperture, and there you are, don’t che: know. David Green 
sends a view of the Eddystone Lighthouse. The stump of the old one 
resembles a pill box and the new house a black draught as you 
approach the locality from the shore. Altogether, an acceptable 
aggregation. 








Palmer Qui Meruit Stampat. 

THE Stamp King (J. W. Palmer), whose throne in Catherine 
Street is invariably accessible, has issued ‘‘ The Philatelist Almanac 
for 1901,” the tenth issue of its kind. We always peruse anything 
from Mr. Palmer’s pen with interest, if it is only to learn a oe 
he can possibly have anything further to say upon the subject of 
stamps. We were not disappointed. There is a language of stamps 
to be learned, and Palmer is not an inferior preceptor in the art of 
expressing one’s wishes philatellically. We might give an illustra- 
tion, but we dread the penalty of Palmer’s Claws, described some- 
where as a blessing to man, and about which he never ceases to 
prate. (C)Laws Palmero semper. 











—_—_ 





It appears that we have another profession in our midst. 
Whether the same is a department of the Inatitute of Chartered 
Accountants we know not. There are the accountants of the turf, 
amongst whom Topping and Spindler are undoubtedly pre-eminent 
for fair dealing and reliabilty. Quantum suff. 





Kruger’s Departure. 


[Kruger was greatly affected and bowed down with grief. He 
groaned audibly when stepping into the boat at the customs jetty.) 


Oxp Kruger now is on his way 
With what he may have ‘ boned,” 
But he would have preferred to stay, 
For poor old Kruger groaned ! 


He’s off to the land of the Dutch. 
But he’s as good as owned, 

He doesn’t like the prospect much, 
For poor old Kruger groaned ! 


The French may welcome him with cheers 
(Though he ought to be stoned), 
But even that won’t dry his tears, 


For poor old Kruger groaned ! 








A Guy. 


Przase to remember, this Fifth of November, 
Clark has been voted “‘ to pot”; 

I see no teason why Clark and his treason 
Should ever be forgot ! 


Holler, boys, holler ! 
His talk’s “‘ all my eye,” 
Send him “ to Coventry,” 
And there let him lie! 
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CAMBERWELL GAIT! 


i The ancient order of Vestrymen changeth, giving place unto the New Borough 
Councillors, presided over by a Mayor, supported by Aldermen.) Ecstasy of Muggins, 
Camberwell’s first Mayor, arrayed in new Official Robes and Chain. 














“On Things in Genera)” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WasHERwomay, 


Wor they calls the Anglo-German 
agreement over China seems to be a step 
in the right direction, an’ is kalculated 
to make the Russian Bear pause with its 
paws, wich, to put it perlitely, gin’ rally 
seem to be sufferin’ from kleptomanier, 
In my opinyun, there is no doubt that 
wen the great tussel comes—an’ I’m 
afraid it will come some day—Willie 
won’t forget ’is grannie an’ the people 
she rules over. Anyway, it’s as well to 
‘ave a good solid friend like Germany, 
konsiderin’ that we ’ave many enermies, 

The French Exhibition, it is rumoured, 
is fo be closed on November the Fifth, an’ 
let’s ope that the French won’t make guys 
of thereselves by any demonstrashun agin 
us. You can bet that some ofthe addle. 
pated ones will make a ’ero out of old 
Kruger, if it’s posserbel to make a ’ero 
out of sich poor material, an’ the French 
are as clever at ‘‘ make-believe” as they 
are at cookery. 

It is reported that we are to ’ave 
anuther reserve squadron to defend the 
Channel. That’s the proper channel for 
affairs to take; we carn’t ’ave too strong 
a Navy. 

Count Zeppelin’s air-ship ’as agin ’ad 
a suckcessful trial, an’ it really looks as 
if afore long we shall all be sailin’ 
through the air; but, pursonally, I'd 
rather crawl on me ’ands an’ knees, you 
carn’t fall very far that way. 

Sir T. Lipton is goin’ to try ’is luck 
agin with a new yot for the Cup. It 
will be called Shamrock II., an’ will be 
built mostly of steel, so I ’opes it will 
steal away from Uncle Sam’s representa- 
tive an’ win. Anyway, there will] be 
nothing sham about it but its name, 
though I dessay it will rock a bit. 

The Princess of Wales is goin’ to Paris 
for a few days. If our lovely Princess 
don’t suckseed in kapturin’ the gallant 
Frenchmen’s ’earts, why, I gives ’em up 
for a bad job. I loves our Princess, an’ 
Frenchmen are more susceptibel to 
female charms than I am; [’m more 
susceptibel to male charms, wen they've 
got any, wich ain’t often ! 

I think it’s rather ridickulus that some 
unsuckcessful Parliamentary candidates 
shoud be givin’ the reasons ‘* Why I Was 
Beaten’? in a daily paper. Most of ‘em 
was beaten on their merits, or, rather, 
demerits. Of corse, they ‘“‘ make thelr 
tale good,” like Kipling does wen ’e writes 
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one, only of a very diff’rent kind. 


————_ 





CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


ANDERSON’? S 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish, 


” ” 
” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Gl 
ace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of B Leat 
: i man eusenal rown her goods use 
- * BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready 60 woth 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C- 

































